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advice and beautiful sentiments in abundance. Dennis had
no luck this time; he got horribly belaboured, and now lies
confined to his bed at his lodgings, almost past praying for.
But what do you think has been Mike's conduct at this
juncture ? Seeing Dennis disabled, he addressed to the City
Missionary an indecent scrawl, couched in language with
which I will not sully your pages, to the effect that the
tripe-shop lay handy to his door (which is true enough);
and that use it he needs must, and use it he would, in spite
of all the Rev. J-hn B-tl might say or do to stop him.
The feelings, Sir, of the worthy Missionary at this com-
munication may be easier imagined than described. He
launched at Mike the most indignant moral rebuke; the
brute put his thumb to his nose. To get Mike out of the
tripe-shop there is nothing left but physical force. Yet how
is our estimable friend to proceed ? Years of outpouring,
since he has been engaged in mission-work, have somewhat
damaged his wind; the hospitalities of the more serious-
minded citizens of Cripplegate to a man in his position have
been, I hope, what they should be, there are apprehensions,
if violent exercise is taken, of gout in the stomach, Dennis
can do nothing; what is worse, Fritz has been seen to wink
his eye at Mike in a way to beget grave suspicion that the
ruffians have a secret compact together. The general
feeling in Cripplegate is that nothing much can be done,
and that Mike must be allowed to resort again to the tripe-
shop, /
But I ask you, Sir, is this morally defensible? Is it
right? Is it honest? Has not Lord Shaftesbury's English
heart (if it is not presumptuous in me to speak thus of a
person in his lordship's position) guided him true in the